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Tuesday,  August  3,  1909  - 

This  morning  we  awakened  to  find  Lake  Geneva  and  all  Montreux  in  tears. 

It  really  looked  as  though  we  were  in  for  a  rainy  day,  but  the  weather  could  not 
dampen  our  spirits  and  so  we  sallied  forth  to  see  the  Castle  of  Chlllon.  I  could 
recognize  it  in  the  dark  so  true  to  the  real  have  all  the  pictures  been.  It  was  a  real 
treat  to  wander  through  the  dungeons,  gardens  and  halls  and  listen  to  the 
Interesting  guide  explain  first  in  English  then  in  French  then  in  German  for  there 
happened  to  be  some  French  and  some  Germans  just  enterlngthe  castle  as  we  went 
in  with  Dr.  Bertling's  crew. 

After  lunch  we  boarded  a  train  with  the  assurance  that  it  was  a  special  car 
we  were  to  occupy  and  that  it  would  go  straight  through  to  Paris.  Oh  but  we  were 
glad.  All  our  baggage  was  comfortably  disposed  of  and  we  sat  down  to  thoroughly 
enjoy  the  sensation  of  being  undisturbed  for  our  nine  hours  ride.  We  had  ridden 
perhaps  fourteen  miles  when  we  reached  Lousanne  and  hurrah  boys  !  we  had  to 
pick  up  our  belongings  and  get  out,  which  move  would  not  have  been  so  distressing 
had  we  not  been  told  we  were  in  a  special  car,  straight  through  to  Paris.  It  took 
about  half  an  hour  to  get  everything  transferred  and  wait  for  one  train  to  pull  out 
and  another  to  pull  in  and  then  we  settled  ourselves.  This  time  it  was  a  sure 
enough  settle,  according  to  our  conductor,  and  we  read,  opened  our  box  of  candy, 
bought  some  oranges,  stew  about  the  seat  all  the  Baedecker's  we  might  ever  think 
of  needing  and  were  absolutely  comfortable  enjoying  the  remainder  of  Swiss 
scenery.  Just  after  crossing  the  French  border  the  train  stopped  at  Gilley.  We 
were  all  about  asleep  when  wildly  the  call  went  through  the  train  "baggage  &  people" 
all  out.  We  clutched  at  our  several  things  and  every  one  resembled  the 
proverbial  old  lady  with  her  bandbox,  birdcage,  umbrella,  clothes  basket,  cat 
and  sack  of  flour  and  by  the  time  we  had  collected  our  luggage  -  not  to  say  wits  - 
we  were  in  the  customs.  Suit  cases  were  being  opened  and  there  was  the  dickens 
to  pay. 


Miss  Everett  says  that  I  looked  so  worried  that  was  why  they  insisted 
upon  prowling  about  my  belongings  and  opening  a  little  package  of  books  they 
found  wrapped  up.  Eventually  the  agony  was  over  and  all  our  suitcases  were  piled 
in  a  heap  on  the  platform.  The  train  in  the  meantime  became  crowded  with 
passengers,  no  seats  for  us, no  effort  to  put  on  the  "multo  bagagio"  and 
the  result  was  utter  consternation  on  our  part  but  in  the  course  of  human  events  we 
did  get  on,  so  did  the  impedimenta  and  again  we  were  off.  By  that  time  the  "special 
car  through  to  Paris,  with  no  changes"  had  become  such  a  joke  that  we  kept  our 
umbrellas  in  our  laps  and  sat  on  the  edges  of  our  seats  ready  to  fly  at  a  moments 
notice  but  this  time  no  notice  came  and  so  we  relaxed  and  gave  ourselves  up  to  the 
full  enjoyment  of  the  French  chateaux  that  made  the  landscape  so  picturesque.  An 
excellent  dinner  in  the  dining  car  gave  us  a  new  lease  on  life  and  with  more  or 
less  effort  we  stood  it  until  we  reached  Paris  about  11:30.  It  had  been  a  hard  hard 
trip  from  1:30  and  when  we  entered  the  city  -  there  were  more  customs  duties  to  be 
performed  on  trunks  so  Miss  Everett  had  to  go  through  that.  By  midnight  we  were 
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